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DETEC 




A HEAD/ 




SCENE OF THE C«l"C 
PERSOMS FOOTPB'KT'j 
MAKE IDEN1 .FlCATiOMI . 
A SCIENTIFIC CRIMINAL INVES • TOR BESIDE"? 

DEALING WITH MINUTE DETAILS, MUST ££ ABLE ro 
H RPPET EVERYDAY FACTS. A.N INDIVIDUAL'?. 
FOOTPRINTS "THE WALKING P/C7V&E"OFF£QS 

.'TAMTCLUE. A DETECTIVE MUST 
OBSERVE PRINTS - AMD TELL 8T OBSEfity!." 
THESE. WHETHER A MAN WAS 
WALKING (?APtDLY, WALKING SLOWl 
RUNNING SLOWLY RUNNIMG RAPID LNjJ 
WHETHER A MAK! WAS BOW-LEGGED 
OR KNOCK-KNEED AND TO JUDGEj 
THE WEIGHT OF THE PERSCW. ' 



C3UST 
PARTICLES FROM 
CLOTHING OR SHOES, WHEN 
PLACE P UNDER A SPECTOGRAPH 
HAVE CONCLUSIVELY PROVED THE' 
PRESENCE OF A SUSPECT AT A 
CRIME scene. 




(3UNS WHICH 
MuRDLR OR ^s 

ROB8ERY SUSPECTS' -JS*' 
CLAIMED HAD NOT 
BEEN FlRfc'D FOR 
MONTHS HAVE BEEN 
SHOWN BY CHEMICAL 
ANALYSIS TO HAVE 
BEEN USED AT 
ABOUT THE 
TIME OH THE & 

CRIME . 
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THE TRUE STOW OF KIWMLM 



Dust goes^ 

TO SHOW 

you.... you 

CAN'T 
UUD6& A 
BOO < BY 
ITS COVER.' 




\fcflTTVS CAREER IN CRIME BEGAN WHEN SHE WAS 
WORKING AS A NtOHT CLUB WAITRESS IN CH ICAGO- • . 

, IF YOU WANT TO WAIT I'LlY'doN'T WOERV ABOUT ~> 
WALK >OU HOME, KITTY, //VIE, PHIL/ I'M ONE GIRL 

IT'S AFTER THREE AM- .'J WHO CAN TAKE CARE OFj 

HERSELF/ 




HELLO BEAUTIFUL. I 
KNOW WE'VE NEVER 
BEEN INTRODUCED ' 
I'LL INTRODUCE 



..'-OH A 
/V\ASHER.' 
I'VE GOT TO 






*3n the. months that follower kitty 
became very prorc/ent in her new 

TRADE-.- J" 



DON'T GIVE ME 
THAT GIRL STUFF 
VOUR WALLET OR 
THIS COD WILL. 
SQUIRT LEAD/ 




<&T WAS A STRANGE TWIST 
BUT THE STREETS OFCWCASO 
SUDDENLY BECAME UNSAFE 
FOB SINGLE MEN TO TCAVEL 

ON AT NIGKT. 



WE CAN'T GET A 
LINE ON HER.' WE 
CAN'T PICK UP 




THIS STUFF IS PEANUTS/ 
I'VE GOT TO GETA PARTNER.. 
A MAN.... AND HIT THE BIG 

TIME / _^y 




^OOH AFTER, KfTTV PELL IN WITH TON"/ WELLS, f® SERIES OP STICK- UPS/.. THEN 

AN EX- CONVCT AND SANK ROBBER... / NO ONE « ALLOWED I THIS GUN'S MY PASS, 

,^\ I IN HERE, MAR'NV/ ./MISTER/ GIVE AAE 
■ p A ^ — ^\^ THAT DOUGH/ 

a y 



NOW GET IT STRAIGHT' I PL4NJ VOU'RE THE 
THE JOBS AND GIVE THE _X BOSS, <|TTV. _ 

ORDERS/ --^VV/TH VOUR NERVE 

WE AKE GOOD TOR 
A FORTUNE/ 






Police headquarters... 






t&TTy HAD CVEB *20, OOO 
HIPDEN UNPER THE Pt-OOffOP 

HEC APARTMENT... 



THEy KNOWASOUTME/ 
THAT CHEAP HOOPU/M 
SQuEALEP/ 




fSfiTTy OEOOSO ON A COURSE OP ACTION... 

| LISTEN, YOU Ol_D CRONE.' ILL GIVE 
VOU TEN BUC<S POK VOUR ^ 

.CLOTHES.' yOU CAN HAVE IT^MAE 





Jkff IS OH HIS PAY OFF AND 
15 ENJOYING A SOLO FLIGHT 
OVER THE BEAUTIFUL CARIBBEAN 
ISLANDS. 



AH....THIS IS THE 
LIFE - - UP HERE ALL 
• ALONE O"- OFF H* 
'WE GO INTO THE WILD 
B-UEVONDER ft 




— — 




SHORT TIME LATER 



HMM-AYACHT DOWN 
THERB. NOTHING SEEMS] 
TO BE WRONG WITH 
IT, THOUGH. 








L 




r TH£ MAN HAS NO 
I LIFE LEFT, MISS. 
>l//\ H E'S A CORPSE 



a, THAT MURDEROUS 

Ohhh; JSi madman, until 

HE'S SHOT, 
NONE OF US WILL 
BE SAFE/ 



4i 



A pity, i guess there's not much 

YOU CAN DO NOW EXCEPT RADIO 
SHORE THAT WE'RE _ 

SAFE. , ., ' /HOW ABOUT 

THIS 
MADMAN ? 



r/i 



r 



'he was the one who' 
Put the engine and 
l RADIO OUT OF ORDER 



IF I HADN'T BEEN SUCH 
A CHUMP, LEAVING THE 

'BOAT UNGUARDED WHILE 
WE WENT ASHORE , 



AND PARKER 
WHAT HAPPENED 
TO HIM? 



PARKER'S MY SECRETARY. THE 
TWO OF US WERE AFT LAST NIGHT , 
STANDING WATCH WHILE THE CREW 
WORKED ON THE ENGINE . . SUDDENLY, 
PARKfR GAVE A SHOUT. HIT BY A 
POISONED DART FROM A PIROGUE . 



-?. 



■■> *$ ne 



fr ** 



yfr* 
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PARKER NEVER RECOVERED 
CONSCIOUSNESS AND THE MURDERER 
ESCAPED IN THE DARK . MY CREW 
IS LOOKING FOR HIM WITH . 
ORDERS TO SHOOT ON SIGHT ." , 



Knasty BUSINESS. AFTER' 
/ I SEND A CALL TO THE. 
/ AUTHORITIES, I'M GOING TO 
I HAVE A LOOK FOR THE FELLOW 
V MYSELF- BY PLANE ' 



I'M GOING 
WITH 
YOU? 



CAREFUL. 
HE'S A 
KILLER VOU 
KNOW. 



S~ 



££:■&•& 



I 



Avait FOR ME , PLEASE 
HE MIGHT BE HIDING IN THE 
JUNGLE RIGHT NOW WITH 
ANOTHER POISON DART. 



V 



iX 



AND AFTER JEFT RADIOS SHORE FOR HELP. 



WE OUC3HT TO 8E ABLE TO SPOT 
THIS FELLOW FAIRLY EASILY 
FROM THE AIR.. AT LEAST 
HIS SHELTER SHOULD 
BE VISIBLE. 



FEW MINUTES LATER . 



LOOK/ THERE IT IS/ }( NOT A BAD LOOKING SHACK 
THE MADMAN'S ./IFOR A WHACKY KILLER-WELL 
HOUSE.' j V^__ HAVE A LOOK I 



^^ 



"-by 



'STAY AT THE PLANE, JUDY. 
I'LL TAKE CARE OF THINGS/ 



NOTHING DOING.' FOUR 

EYES ARE BETTER THAN 

TWO IN THIS JUNGLE/ 



& 



K HE'S 

DISAPPEARED '. 



in! 



. 



THERE HE IS/DUCKINCj 
INTO THE JUNGLE. 
WILD LOOKING 
FELLOW,TOO/ 



MAYBE HE'S HEADED FOR 
HIS SHACK. 



B-%.1 



I^smmh/ only one. on guard 

ON THIS SIDE ... AND I'LL PUT 
HIM TO SLEEP IN SHORT ORDER 







X^3_J 



A CLOTHING STORE IN A WESTERN ClTy, DEC. 1, 1947. 





At that moment.. 





That niomt, police OF a dozen 

STATES WERE ON TH« LOOKOUT 
FOR THE BANDITS 'NEAR DAWN, 
THE RADIO OF STATE TROOPER 
S-S. ABNEY BEGAN TO CRACKLE 
TERSELY' 

^THESE MEN ARE PROCEED- 
ING ON ROUTE 40 HEADED 
FOR KANSAS CITY.' THEY ARE 
ARMBD AND DANGEROUS 
CAUTION/ _ 

THEY'RE 





While in the speeding bandit car... 



With reckless speed the sandit leader sups 
past the parkbd cruisers 




^ LOOK' ANOTHER 
ROADBLOCK /WE 
CAN NEVER GET 
THROUGH THERE/ 



.•-And up ahead... 




Not for. one second did trooper abney 

hesitate... 



^BNEY RADIOS FOR HELP 





Then disregarding his own personal 
safety the courageous officer veers 
toward the speeding bandits... 



HE'SQOIN' 
:/ 



§2?>**~^-* r£?Z*%. 






MOMENT LATER- 



PUT UP YOUR 
HANDS OR I'LL 
SHOOT TO KILL/ 



A MINUTE LATER OTHER POLICE ARRIVE ON THE SCENE 
AND RELIEVE ABNEY. 




IF THEY HADN'T BEEN V" 
YOU TOOK.... IT WAS A I STOPPED THERE... THey ' — * 



BOY.' WHAT A CHANCE 



MIRACLE THAT YOU / MIGHT HAVE GOTTEN AWAY.. 
WEREN'T KILLED.' ^/\_ I HAD TO DO IT// — 





SO, THANKS TO THE DEVOTION TO DUTY OF 
TROOPER ABNEy, PRISON DOORS SLAMMED SHUT 
ON P'VE HOODLUMS WHOSE CAREER IN CRIME HE'D 
SO ABRUPT Ly HALTED. 







It was bad enough losing the pay-roll twice, 
but when the Sheriff kept up his nagging ques- 
tions and people around town began to whisper 
and turn around to look, Ben realized some- 
thing had to be done. It was all very funny in 
a way, that the news of his trip each time and 
the trails he'd be using going to and from the 
big mine, should be known. It hadn't been just 
luck and guesswork on the part of whoever 
was making the grabs. And the part that hurt 
was that no one else should have known these 
things, other than Ben and the Sheriff. 

"Doesn't rfake sense," the law-man had ad- 
mitted to Ben. "If I were a hold-up man, I'd 
have to have information to work on. I just 
couldn't meander around the country and run 
into some horribre carrying a poke with a couple 
of thousand dollars in it. Figure it out for 
yourself, Ben." 

Ben had figured and hadn't arrived at any 
Other conclusion but that he looked suspicious 
as the devil. And everyone in town seemed to 
figure about the same thing. Even Andy 
Swift . . . 

"Looks queer," Big Andy had admitted in 
his friendly voice. "Just pretend somebody else 
ran those rolls, Ben. How would it look to you ' " 

"Punk." Ben nervously chewed the corner of 
his roughened thumb. "I've got to admit it 
... but I didn't have anything to do with 
those hold-ups. Shucks, the last time I thought 
I'd had my head busted open." 

Andy Swift shook his cumbersome head. 
Some of the friendliness had gone from his 
eyes 'and voice when next he said, "People are 
talking. And what they're saying won't help 
you none. Unless you're tired of living". 

Ben got uneasily to his feet. He said, half 
unconsciously, "I've talked the Sheriff into letting 
me run the next pay-roll out to the Triangle-W. 
He didn't want to nohow. But I've just got 
to prove I haven't had anything to do with it, 
and this is the only way." 

Ben walked out. It was true he had talked 
the Sheriff into letting him take the pay-roll 



to the Triangle-W, but what he hadn't confess- 
ed to Andy Swift, or to anyone else for that 
matter, was that it would be a dummy pay-roll. 
And if he was held up again, it would be his 
job to nab the thief. 

All of which didn't sound too easy, and 
riding along the trail early next morning, Ben 
realized that, come what may, he had to make 
some kind of showing. 

It was clear and cool back in the hills, and 
the sound of hoof beats the only thing to dis- 
turb Ben's thoughts. He had hoped to be able 
to shut the unpleasantness of the past few 
weeks from his mind, and concentrate upon the 
dangerous task ahead of him. But it was im- 
possible to forget that bark in town he waj 
suspected of having sold out — 

The rider appeared as if by magic. The same 
small figure, almost undersized, on a horse 
that seemed mountains too big for him. At 
any other time it would have been worth a 
laugh. Now — 

"Get 'em up", the bandit snarled. "High. 
Keep 'em there!" 

Ben's body tensed, then relaxed, became ready 
and waiting. He must not lose his head this 
time. Evidently the thief knew he would be 
along the trail today, would be carrying what 
was supposed to be the Triangle-W pay-roll. 
What he didn't know was that . . . 

Ill take the money," the man snarled. "Try 
any tricks and ..." 

He reined in alongside, reached for the 
satchel. He snatched it, and pulled his horse 
aside — 

Ben let his voice out in open laughter. 
The bandit wheeled, watching him sharply. 
"What's funny?" 

Ben answered, "There's nothing in that but 
papers and stones — " 

The thief cursed, flung the satchel from him. 

Swiftly Ben whirled his horse. For a moment 
the man had been off guard, caught in the 



fury of his own defeat. And the next instant 
Ben had driven in and launched his slim body. 
The moment after he had locked his arms 
about the bandit the horses shied. They teetered 
desperately and a second later crashed heavily 
to the ground. 

Ben rolled over, leaped up. The man was 
scrambling to his feet as Ben stepped in and 
delivered a double blow. And for a moment 
afterward he stood looking down at the still 
figure. 

At last Ben reached down, ripped the ker- 
chief aside. He stared down, his mind puzzled, 
anxious. This was no one he had even seen 
before. A total stranger . . . 

Who had tipped him off? As Andy Swift 
and the Sheriff had both pointed out, it hadn't 
been just an accident . . . 

An hour later Ben had conveyed his prisoner 
to a cabin deep in the hills, and away from 
all known trails. The man had recovered con- 
sciousness, was glaring sullenly up from the 
floor. His wrists and ankles were tightly bound. 
"You've cut off circulation," he whined. "If 
you leave me like this — " 

"Want to tell me who told you about the 
pay-roll?" Ben questioned. 

"You know where you can go!" the man 
retorted. "I'm no squealer!" 

Ben shrugged and inspected the bonds. They 
were tight, but had to be to insure finding the 
man here when he came back. For Ben's mind 
was working slowly back over the past few 
weeks, remembering who he'd talked to and 
what he had said. Unless the Sheriff himself 
had accidentally talked to the wrong party . . . 
"Sorry to leave you alone," Ben murmured, 
turning toward the door "But I've got a few 
calls to make. Then I'll be back 1 '' 

Perhaps he had the wrong slant, Ben told 
himself as he rode back into town. He left 
his horse out in the woods, continued on foot 
through the edge of the village. 

There was a light in Andy Swift's house 
and Ben settled down to wait and watch. Who 
had tipped off who about the pay-rolls? The 
Sheriff or . . . Ben himself? As nearly as Ben 
or anyone else knew, Andy Swift was ,a retired 
rancher. Everyone respected him, and he'd be- 
friended more than one and never asked repay- 
ment. But there was still the nagging uneasiness 
in the back of Ben's mind . . , 

He was about to leave the scene when he 
saw the shadow slip away from the rear of 
Andy's house. A bulky shadow, unmistakably 
Andy's, for there were few others in town who 
could approach his dimensions. 

Ben's body tensed, his breath tightened, as 
he found his horse and took up Andy Swift's 



trail, a trail that led back into the hills to a 
remote shack. As Ben moved up on foot to the 
tiny structure, he saw the awakening of yellow 
light inside. He moved on, approaching the 
door . . . 

The door opened suddenly and against the 
light from within, Ben saw Andy Swift's 
bulky body. Andy stiffened, staring down at 
the revolver pointed at his middle. His face 
was a study in surprise and growing anger. 
"What's the idea, Ben?" 
"I think you'd better tell me," Ben answered, 
closing the door behind him as he followed 
Andy into the shack. "Or maybe I could tell 
you, at that." 

Andy's face was tense now, dangerous. All 
the friendliness was gone, leaving in its stead 
a look of cornered desperation. 

"You figure you've got something to tell 
me, Ben. I'd be interested in knowing." 

Ben nodded, never for a second letting his 
eyes move from the bulky man before him. A 
dangerous man he now knew, a man trapped 
and who would shoot to kill to save his own 
life. 

"There isn't much," Ben explained slowly. 
"Except that today I grabbed the guy who tried 
to stick me up. But this time it didn't do him 
any good. 

Silence again. Andy shifted his big body and 
Ben's finger tightened on the trigger of the .43. 
"Anything else, Ben?" 

Ben hesitated, holding his breath. He con- 
cluded. "Yeah. He didn't want to talk at first. 
but when I worked on him a little while he ad- 
mitted where he'd gotten his information — " 

Andy Swift moved with great speed for his 
bulk. But it was a surprise even to Ben later 
on when he stopped to think about it, that 
Andy could have hoped to out-shoot anyone 
when he himself was covered. 

He never made the draw. Ben's .45 smashed 
once and Andy Swift trembled violently and 
went down in a heap. His face was twisted and 
wrenched by the violent pain running through 
his big body. 

Ben said, "That was a fake pay-roll today 
You were the only person I could remember 
telling about it at any time. When your pardner 
didn't report to you tonight, you came out 
here to meet him and get your cut. 

"You've fooled the people around here long 
enough. Sorry I had to lie about your pardner. 
He didn't talk but he didn't have to because ! 
was pretty sure of the truth. 

"That arm won't be much good after this. 
But then, it was time somebody dipped your 
wings for you!" 

THE END 



The Big Double Cross 



STORY OF UNDERWORLD TREACHERY 



DROP THOSE GUNS OR WE'LL 
CJT YOU DOWN. 



IT'S A TRAP ) (WE'VE BEEN DOUBLE- 
— ' v CROSSED. 



\T 



• J i 



Ka 



/ 



r *A 



m 
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Wherever the expression, there-s 

HONOR AMONG ThiEVES ORIGINATED, NO 
ONE KNOWS HOWEVER, NOTHING 
COULD BE FURTHER FROM THE TRUTH.' 
AS THIS STORY, BASED ON A TRUE 
POLICE CASE, ILLUSTRATES, CROOkS 

are as dishonest with each other 
as they are with society as a whole. 



Twl APARTMENT 
Of SAM GAJ.T, 
U«f«8*OftLD «*.E. 



rHIVAi SAM 
SAYS YOU CAN 
USE ME ON 
YOUR NEXT 
CAPER. HOW 
ABOUT IT ? 



^HARLIE, SHAKE 
KAN0S WITH BU2Z 
CiLSON.. HE WAS w-.TH 
The PRETTY BOY FlOYO 
MOB- A GOOD WAN. 



IP SAW SAYS 
YOU'RE OKAY.. 
THAT'S GOOD 
ENOUGH FOR 
ME 



/. -> 



jrz 



THAT'S FINE.' NOT 
WHAT'S IT GOING TO BE ? 



THE BENSON NATIONAL BANK. 
WE'VE CASED IT AND IT'S A 
PUSHOVER.' SHOULD BE GOOD 
POR A HUNDRED GRAND.' 

r rMisTERrFOR THAT KIND OF 
DOUGH YOU CAN DEAL WE IN PUT 
THEY'LL HAVE THE SERIAL NUMBERS 
ON THE Bills . THEY'LL BE HOT 
AS PlRECRACKERS. 






<*" 



OON'T 

[WORRY ABOUT 
I THAT THAT'S 
f«Y OEPA»T*inr 

JjUST OCT IT IU 
IDO THE uN- 
UCAOlNG FOR, 
A PERCEKTAGt 



A GRINDING OF GEARS AND 
THE GET-AWAY CAR ROARS 
ACROSS THE PAVEMENT. 




ONE GRAND... THAT'S 
NO DICE... YOU'LL GIVE 
US FIFTY OR 
NO SALE. ^ EASY NOW. TAKE 
YOUR HANDS OFP 
ME. LET'S TALK THIS 
Of 68. 



THE ONLY PLACE TO UNLOAD 
THAT A\ONEY IS IN EUROPE. 
IT'LL TAKE AT LEAST SIX 
MONTHS. 1 CAN ADVANCE 
YOU A THOUSAND AND 
GIVE YOU THE REST AFTER 
THE SAC6. THAT'S TH' 
BEST r CAN DO. 

IP VOU PULL ANY 
PAST ONES... THEY'LL 
PlND YOU FLOATING 
UPSIDE DOWN IN 

TH' River. 



1 



A GRAUD IS PEANUTS. WE'VE 
IGOT TO PULL ANOTHER JOB. 

I'VE BeEN CAS1M6 ANOTHER 
1 SPOT AND IF YOU GUYS WANT 
TO HELP WE CAW PICK UP 

ROLL^WOWABOUTJT 

Tp'T LIKE THE SPOT 
IT'S A DEAL. WE'VE GOT 
I TO GST SOME CASH 






DEAL ME 
IN TOO. 



V?' 



f-N 



THE NEXT PAY THE TWO OF CROOKS MAKE 
THEIR PLANS FOR THE ROBBERY... 



NOW HERE'S THE DOPE. WE'LL BREAK INTO 
THAT TAILOR SHOP TONI6HT. THEN WE'LL 
COT AWAV THE WALL INTO THE CHECK 
CASHING PLACE. NOT QUITE ALL THE 
WAYTHROUSH. 

I GET IT. THEN TOMORROW WE BUST 
RIGHT INTO THE CASHIERS' BOOTH- 



A 



"D 



«s„ 



to 



RIGHT" THEN WEIL STICK *EM 
UP BEFORE THEY CAN PRESS 
AN ALARM. 



*r 



V 



«. \"T 



Gffir 



Nj^HT^ 

WE CAH PUSH 
THAT THROUGH IN 
A SPLIT SECOND. 



YOU'RE REALLY ON THE BALL, 
BUZZ. I'l/B GOT TO HAND 
IT TO YOU. 

"we-uTBUST THROU6H 

RIGHT AFTER THE MONEY, 

TRUCK GETS HERE. ^ 



Next morning as the tailor Asians for 

woRK. / q. -* »^ - «^— , -_- 

okay, mister, put -em Jwho'S^hVre' 

UP AN- KEEP YOUR TRAP ' WH< 
SHUT/ 






I1L BE OUT ON THP 

STREET AS LOOHOOT. 



OKAY/f IT SHOULD 



, TAKE ONLY A COUFVE 
LAY LOW UNTIL EXACTLY J OF MINUTES TO 
TEN O'CLOCK. THEN 



BREAK THROUGH... 

I'LL HAVe THE CAR 

WAITING OUTSiPe. 



SHAKE THE C£>UGHj 
DOWN... JUST 
BE THERE. 



K&&*: 



,V) 



IT'S READY... 

HAVE -■ ^- PU * H " 
UR O 
READY. 



&2 





A FEW MINUTES 
LATER IN A MORE 
CHEERFUL SETTING. 



\3£ 



NICE WORK, BUZZ. THE 
BOVS WILL BE IN THE 
BIG HOUSE FOR A LONG 
TIME... AN' WE'VE GOT 
THE MONEY.. ALL OF IT.' 



AN' THEY'LL NEVER DARE 
r SQUEAL BECAUSE THEY'D 
HAVE THAT MURDER RAP 
AGAINST THEM! 



9, 



I'VE MADE ARRANGEMENTS 
TO TAKE THE MONEY TO 
EUROPE . YOU SHOULD HAVE 
VOUR SHARE WITHIN A FEW 

^ WEEKS. 
AND HOW DO I 
KNOW VOU WON'T 
DOUBLE CROSS ME? 
I DON'T TRUST VOU 

THATMUCM 
GAULT.' 



PUT THAT GUN AWAY...YOU'RE , 
CRAZY, MAN • 





VOU MUST THINK I'M PRETTY 
DUMB fO LET YOU GET AWAY 
WITH ALL THAT DOUGH... 
HURRY UP, AND GET IT.' 




I AS GAUL.T REACHES INTO THE SAPE.I 



•/' VI 



v\ w\: \. 



m^'rWl 



[j*.~ 



E*H 



WllW THE SPEED OP A STRIKING RATTLESNAKE GAULT 
WHEELS AND FIRES. _ 

^W-WHATTH"!! 



YOU'VE PULLED YOUR 
LAST DOUBLE CROSS, 
BUZZ. 



— V£, 



w 






C COUGH) YOU'VE 
KILLED ME... YOU'VE 
KILLED ME.. 



-J 



YOU'VE KILLED ME, 
VOU FAT PIG. YOU'VE . . 
KILLED ME J. 



(L 



w *.«5»l 



^ 







^^ 



K*i*^^> 



— " THE SHOTS CAME 

PROM -MERE... THERE '5 
BEEN A MURDER... 1 KNOW/ j 

TAKE IT EA$V, MOTHER, j 
VVE'LL KNOW ALL 
ABOUT IT IN A 

MINUTE.' mj y JIQI 



DEAD... 
BOTH OF THEM J 

LOOK^T THAT DOUGH. J» 
IT'S WRAPPED IN THE 
LABELS OF THE BENSON 

NATIONAL BANK.... WE'VE 
REALLV HIT ON SOMETHING!!] 



K 



"nl/fort. 



T&E NEWS 
IS RELAVED OVER 
[THE PRISON GRAPEVINE. 



"WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH 
THOSE CONS...THey 
ACT NUTS. 



1 DON'T KNOW... 
SOMETIMES THESE 
CANARIES LAUGH 
AT THE DARNDE5T 
•• — v THINGS. 



A/Z>. 




/ 



ChERCHEZ LA 
F£MME"/S AN 
CLP SAY/NG 
ABOUT CR/ME. 
/r MEANS 
A-/A/P THE WOMAN,' 
ANP LEN PAWS ON, 
ACE F B I. MAN 
SETS OUT TO DO 
JUS T THAT' 

only roF/NP 

H/MSELE L00K/N6 
AT A PRETTY 
GIRL 3EH/NP 
A V/C/OUS 
AUTOMAT/C! 



EA RLY ONE MORNING, LEN RAWSON STARTS THE PAY WRONG.' 



WHAT AN ASSIGNMENT •• WHAT DID I EVER DO TO DESERVE 
THIS 7 SOME G60F OF A GOVERNMENT OFFICIAL LETS 
HI5 PRIVATE SECRETARY NAB AVERY IMPORTANT COMM- 
UNICATION. NOW THE GAL HAS SKIPPED WITH THE 
PAPER AND I'M SUPPOSED TO FIND HER / 




NOW, MEN. ITS VERY IMPORT- 
ANT TO KEEP TH/S CASE A 
PEEP, PARK SECPET. THE 
ONLY CLUE WE HAVE /S TH/S 
P/CTUPE Of THE SECRETARY, 
EPA/A MART/A/, ANP WE MUS7 
LOCATE HER PRONTO.' SO 
LET'S GET STARTED/ 



A FEW DAYS LATER.... 



If N PER RAWSONS P/RECT/ON THE SEARCH 
GETS UNPERWAY-- 




lEMARfi/VES /N LANEv/LLE AM0 LOOKS 
THE S/TUA7/ON OVER 




NOW WE'RE FIRST GOING 
TO HAVE TROUBLE /WE 
HAVENT GOT A THING ON 
THAT GIRL SHE QUIT HER 
JOB WHEN THE PAPER WAS 
STOLEN AND TOOK OFF 
SO WHAT?* WE STILL 
HAVE TO FIND THE PAPER,' 




HA/ HA/ IF I HAD ANY I'D BE A 
COMIC STRIP WRITER INSTEAD 
OF A G-MAN/ BUT SERIOUSLY, 
IIS PRESENTS A PROBLEM 




JACK, I'VE GOT IT/ ROUND UP THE 
BOVS AND HAVE THEM MEET ME 
AT THE HOTEL IN HALF AN HOUR. 



-•', 






WE'VE GOT TO GET 
INTO THE GIRLS HOUSE/ 
NOW, HERE'S MY PLAN. 





THE NEXT MOfiH/NG. . . . 




GET BUSY, BOYS • PUT UP THE "MEN 
AT WORK"SlGN, AND FOP. PETE'S 
SAKE LOOK AS THOUGH YOU'RE 
WORKING JACK, YOU COME WITH ME' 



ft HERE GOES NOTHING' ) 

L ISURE HOPE THAT J— * 
^THIS PLAN WORKS f 


L/U l \Jr\f\i . 


H? 




K 




rjft 





LOOK, BABY- THAT 
GUY'LL PAY PLENTY 
TO GET THE PAPER 
BACK 





HEAVENS TO BETS-r ' 
I'M NOT A GENTLEMAN • 
HIT A LAO ' 



A FEW MOMENTS LATER 





WHAT'S \ I'M SORRY I HAD TO S.AP 
THAT' J THAT GIRL DOWN, AND I 
SURE WISH THAT SHE 
WASN'T A CROOK ' SHE 'S 
MiGmTY CUTE' 



BUT BELIEVE YOU MF I'D 
'RATHER LOOK INTO A PRETTY 
GIRL'S EYES WHEN SmE SN'T 
HOLDING A GUN ' 



&> 



/ 






-> 



^ t, 
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AUTOMATIC SAVING 
IS SURE SAVING 

BUY 
U. S. BONDS 






with the 

(y/or/ous A/ei<i/ 
TUMMY-FLATTENER 



Interlocking Hand* 
of Firm Svpport ' 



Only $2 



98 




Cloip hondi anon abdomen 01 
shown, pretv up ond In. Feel 
good' Ihol'i how you feel 
the intfanl you put on the 
lulling, new TUMMY-FIAT- 
T ENCR . Appeal dimmer in- 
ilantlyl Support! every mo«e- 
menl. Complete with detach- 
able gortert. changeable 
crolih piece 



-i 



WARD GREEN Co., Dept. 




10 OATS FREE TRIAD SEND NO MONEY! 

See the amazing difference with your own 
eyei.Try TUMMY flATTENER al our ««peme' 

11 not delighted with thrilling reiulli. return 
on 10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE o«e-' 
Mail coupon TODAY 1 
• r h h,i i -1,1 hit i>ri| i--« pendlnr! 



113 Weil 57rh Sneer. New fork 19, N Y 

K„.h m, TUMWI FlATTtNER In PIAIN WRAPPER ON AP 

PROVAl by Rer„rn Mail, t II poy poitman $7 93 plu> poiroge 

II nor rhfiiled ond delighted with leiuin, I mot return in 

10 doyi 'or .mmedio'e retund ol pu'i^ote pi.,e 

ISnei 37 ond up J3 98. E.fo notch p.ecei 50< each) 



' I enclo.e J? 98 |e,r,o lo'ge i.iei 37 ond up $3 98). You 
poy portage. 



Name ^ m 
Addien. 

C-r, 
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IT'S EASY TO 
HYPNOTIZE 

wr ant the thrill of Imposing your will over 
w someone'' Of making someone do exactly 
what you order' Try hypnotism' This amaz- 
ing technique gives full personal satisfaction 
You'll And It entertaining and gratifying 

The Master KEY TO HYPNOTISM shows 
all you need to know It Is put so simply, any- 
one can follow it And there are 24 revealing 
photographs for your guidance. 

SEND NO MONEY 

FREE ten days examination of this system Is 
offered to you If you send the coupon today 
We will ship you our copy by return mall in 
plain wrapper If not delighted with results 
return It In 10 days and your money will be 
refunded, rtravon Publishers. Dept H 4 
113 West 57th Street. New York 19. N Y 



Mail Coupon Today 




